THE   QUESTING   BEAST
love for his master's wife remained firm in his heart, and
he looked eagerly forward to his return to Kharpoot.
Shortly after his service was finished the Turkish Bey
fell ill and died, and Maksout was free to pay court to the
sorrowing widow. When the period of mourning was
over the widow, realizing the love Maksout bore her,
promised him her hand in marriage at the end of the year.
Just when the future held the rosiest prospects of a happy
married life, the war broke out and Maksout was called up.
In 1916 he was captured by the Russians on the Erzerum
front and was imprisoned in Russia. In 1917, when the
Revolution broke out, he had hopes of liberty, but it was
not till the rise to power of Lenin that he was able to
leave the prisoners' camp. He became a Bolshevik, and
was made President of the Turkish section for Bolshevik
propaganda in Baku, Azerbaijan. When relations between
Turkey and Russia became more friendly he was allowed,
after repeated requests, to return to his home. With his
pockets full of gold roubles for propaganda work amongst
the Kurds, he left for Kharpoot, full of hope for his
immediate marriage and consequent peace and happiness.
But it was not to be. At Nachitchevan he was arrested-
as a Bolshevik spy and sent to Kars. Here he fell in with
our other fellow-prisoner, Yusuf Kemal, and the two
were condemned to death by a military tribunal. Maksout,
a confirmed atheist with an exceedingly kind and sym-
pathetic nature, was shot outside our prison on June i2th,
brave to the last, yet full of hunger for the wife who had
been snatched from him at the eleventh hour by a relentless
and mocking fate.
My other fellow-prisoner, Yusuf Kemal, was a Cir-
cassian; an extremely handsome, tall man of about twenty-
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